Futile is one’s attempts escaping the darkness 
Foundation of emptiness where all is built 

In the stripping down of soul and body 
sensation is allowed, 

touch and reciprocity 

Constantly aware 

Addressing and receiving 

Escalation on unsuspected orbits 

Creation’s foundation 

Balance in motion 

Intensity wanes, frequency increases 

Strings vibrate intention into energy 
Penetrating, being within, externally, and unifying 
everything newly born to the eternal 
Occupying the Purpose with the luxury of the Pause 
Rejuvenates for unceasing work 

until the next temporal respite 

Past the Why, until you find what Is, you Obey 
Only Yes has life in language 

Once again finds balance in motion 

Beyond the necessity, Joy! 

In the sacred halt, Joy! 

And again march into the struggle! 

Communio immensa aeterna et autotelica 


